





OX END GAME 


June 12 WhenJ arrived last night I was told we would shoot 
only until midnight in order to give the technicians the ten-hour layoff 
required by the union before resuming work at noon today on the daytime 
sequences. 

For the first time there was no orchestra. Work went on in silence. Nor 
were there any extras. There were only about thirty of us in the shadows 
fringing the esplanade. There was a quick series of short takes consisting 
of two or three characters; the lights, focused on the action, left the outline 
of the clearing and the woods around us in deep shadow. Most of the tables 
had been stripped of their little pointed roofs in anticipation of the morn- 
ing’s work. This atmosphere of transience rouses an emotion as strong as 
it is unexpected. Could this be the way the cinema works its way into 
one’s blood for good? 

Today we are once again in an atmosphere of a party at its end. Few 
extras, static shots built round the three protagonists of the sequence— 
Guido, Mezzabotta and Gloria (Sequence 3). 

Their meeting takes place not at a table, but all standing, near the 
bench where Guido and Carini were talking. The focus of the scene, in fact, 
is Gloria: her offended manner when Mezzabotta kisses her with ostenta- 
tious possessiveness, the look she gives the director when she tells him she 
would like to be an actress: “Actress? Yes. As a matter of fact, I have 
enormous ambitions in that direction.” 

“She has a degree in philosophy,” Mezzabotta points out with adolescent 
vanity. 

“What was the subject of your thesis?” Carini asks her. 

“Oh, a very difficult one: ‘The Loneliness of Modern Man in the 
Contemporary Theater.’ ” As she speaks this line, Barabara sits down on 
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